REMINISCENCES

With that evening an acquaintance "began which was
kept up on the most friendly terms until his death.
There were few men in the House with whom I more
often found myself engaged in pleasant and sociable
conversation than this stout old Tory, although we prob-
ably had no single opinion in common on any political
subject I came to have a great liking for him, and I
think he had a liking for me, and I was always glad to
meet him and have a talk with him. Sir Walter was a
great authority, or, at least, considered himself to be
such, on all military subjects, and, indeed, he seemed to
consider himself an authority on all subjects of whatever
kind. He had inveterate prejudices, and yet I think
there was hardly any subject involving a question of
fair dealing between man and man, which might not
have been safely left to his arbitration. Rugged and
tough he certainly was, so far as his mode of argumenta-
tive warfare was concerned; he was often impetuous in
style and extravagant in his denunciations of political
opponents, and perhaps, among his political oppo-
nents, lie reserved his strongest hostility for Irish
Nationalists. Yet I think the Irish Nationalists liked
him all the same, knew that it was only his way, and felt
sure, at all events, that Sir Walter Barttelot would
never be the man to deny a fair hearing to anyone who
differed from him. He always seemed to me, with his
hot temper, his impulsive ways, his ingrained prejudices,
and his thorough chivalry of nature, to be just the soit
of Tory squire and soldier whom Smollett would have
delighted to describe. Everybody felt the deepest sym-
pathy with him when the terrible news came of the
death of his son, who lost his life in Africa with the
Emin Pasha expedition. I wrote to his father express-
ing my deep regret at the sad news, and I received in
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